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The Literary Review must always 
play a vital part in the life of 
Coolidge High School, because its 
columns represent the best of the 
literary and artistic talents of the 
entire student body. 


Many students have asked why we 
need a magazine when we already have 
a newspaper. This is the answer. A 
magazine and a newspaper both ful- 
fill an entirely different purpose; 
yet both meet on a common plane,that 
of giving service to the school. The 
Review shows creativeness and orig- 
inality, while the Courier is in the 
main the product of a group of stu- 
dents trained definitely in the fun- 
damental principles of journalism., 


The magazine should provide an 
incentive for doing original work. 
Success in having stories, poems, 
essays, or illustrations published 
in The Review will, we hope, lead 
the ambitious student to seek wider 
fields of publication. 


We have one more comment to add: 
As long as the future staffs of the 
Literary Review abide by the motto, 
"service and achievement,” so long 
will the magazine serve and honor 
our school. 


The Editor 


Many of our students have won 
honors, local and national in scope. 
We announce with pardonable pride 
that eight of our students won local 
honors in the National Scholastic 
Writing Contest for 1960, with one 
of them advancing to win first place 
and a gold key in the national 
finals. Several of these students 
are among our contributors. 


National Winner---first place 
George Schor 4 foie 
Gold Keys for local contest in the 
District: ssqabiaqaeniod sataso 

Judith Lanpher 
George Schor 
Hasmig Shamigian 
Certificates of Merit: 
George Schor Lennie Goldstein 
Stephen Silverman Doris Byrd 


David Londow 
Connie Reikes 
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et substitute. With-a 
furtive movement, she enters the 
clessroom. _Meking sure the doors and 
windows pre visible at ell times, she 
faces us with a’. glare, ‘not ‘unlike 
thet . of. 2 cornered leopard, and 
begins, "The Speech . ,. ." "The 
Speech" is to let us know thet. she 
has been called in on short notice, 
she .doesn't know . what's wrong “with 
our tescher, she doesn't know what 
the homework is, end she. doesn't know 
enough about the subject to teach it. 
But she does know that the, first 
person who so much as opens his, mouth 
during the study period will suffer a 
fate worse than the tortures of the 
demned. This pleasant rapport having 
been established, she growls once or 
twice end defiently tekes the roll. 
We might *»s well be supervised by a 
Marine sergeant, Od en ae 


After suffering meny hours with 
end/or from these. enxious "teachers," 
I think. I my have defined the basic 
problem. In ,the three yesrs we have 
been pway from junior high, we heve 
metured... Either the substitutes 
heven't.matured:or they, just don't 
reslize that we have. I will admit 
thet in junior high we frequently did 
little things designed to churn the 


bile of our. substitutes. . I. well 
remember how. often, st: a. given sig- 
neal, we would jump up en masse end 
rush the desk., From time to time, 
also,. group coughing spells. would 
break .out, thirty-three people would 
timidly .ask ,to. be excused, books 
would fell, similtaneously from a 
score...of desks, and erasers would 
wind up.in the. chandeliers. Obvious- 
ly, in,such an environment, only the 
more brutal, aggressive typ.icdf sub- 
stitute could survive. 


., But.we-are in high school now! If 
our substitute would only teke the 
time, I'm sure, she would learn. that 
we, bear her no- malice, whatsoever, 
have planned .no overt attack and, as 
a.-matter-of fact, have. welcomed. this 
free period 9s an opportunity .to 
study. ic 


. Perhaps, though, I can sympathize 
with this, would-be-educator. , Can it 
be that she, has seen us before?... The 
sears;of .conflict remain embedded. in 
her -soul, and, while .we .might not 
recognize, her, battle scenes: of ear- 
lier yerrs- ere running through her 
head; as the enemy advences, she sees 
with horror, sitting before her, the 
very shades of those werriors. 


Ke HLA pothecery 


SY ig poople consider my 


grandfather, Hyman Schor, to be 
arather strange man. He is 
different in some ways. He has 
very strong beliefs about phar- 
macy, aS a profession. For 
example, he still conducts his 
drug store in the same manner 
as its founder, one hundred 
years ago. 


The story of my grandfather 
begins about seventy-six years 


ago ina small Austrian vil- 
lage. I have often heard him 
relate that his father was a 


dealer in butter and eggs, but 
that he spent more time study- 
ing the scriptures and commen- 
taries than pursuing his voca- 
tion. Consequently they were 
very poor. 


Hyman was only three when ‘he 
was sent to the synagogue to 
learn to read and pray. It was 
his father's hope that Hyman 
would grow up to be a wise and 
religious man, perhaps 2 Rabbi. 
He learned his lessons well, 
thougw he recalled that he was 
often hungry. 


When public school education 
was introduced in Austria, 
Hyman enrolled in the school. 
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He was a good student and soon 
mastered all his subjects. By 
the time he was sixteen he 
could converse fluéntly in 
Polish, German, and Hebrew. 
This knowledge proved to be 
very useful in the years that 
followed. 


Having completed the gymna- 
sium or high school, he set 
about learning his father's 


trade. Hyman soon learned to 
candle eggs, but he was not 
satisfied with this kind of 
work. He wanted to ‘continue 


his education, but there was no 
money. 


The family exchanged letters 
with an unele who had come to 
Philadelphia, and it was ar- 
ranged for Hyman to come to the 
new land +*- the land of oppor- 
tunity. He arrived in Ellis 
Island at the age of seventeen 
with seventeen cents in his 
pocket. 


Uncle Jacob met him, and sent 
him to work as an egg candler 
again. Hyman worked many hours 
a week to earn four dollars. 
This small sum barely supported 
him. A higher education seemed 
impossible. 


Looking Backward 


Reveling in ancient lore 

Of kings and queens and knights of war, 
The history pedant shuts the door 

On future dreams forevermore. 


It was just about this time 
that anew university was es- 
tablished in Philadelphia. It 
was sturted in a church and in- 
cluded a few large, -old houses 
on either side of it. Today, 
with its many beautiful build- 


ings, it is known as Temple 
University. Temple University 
was established for students 


who were unable to pay the high 

fees of the larger, older, col- 

leges, and it attracted many 

immigrants who, like my grand- 

eeriens were ery for educa- 
on. : : 


He enrolled in the school as 
a part-time student, and it was 
not very long before he came to 
the attention of a great cdu- 
cator, Dr. Laura Connell. § Dr. 
Connell . advised and encouraged 
Hyman to pursue the profession 
of pharmacy. 


This study required a know- 
ledge of Latin which Hyman did 
not have, and his limited know- 


ledge of English made this even — 


more difficult. He, therefore, 
had to translate the Latin into 
German, andthe German into 


English. In this difficult and 
laborious way, he learned both 
languages. aa 


- Ruth Hurvitz, 229-3 


Although pharmacy was only a 
two-year course, it tock him 
five years to attain his degree. 
He worked long hours during the 
day to earn his living and 
spent his evenings’ at the Uni- 
versity. 


- When’he was twenty-five, he 
purchased a drugstore, and it 
is in this very same store that 
you will find him today. Al- 
though he has been there for 
over fifty years, not much has 
changed. within ‘the store. My. 
grandfather insists that drug- 
stores are for the purpose of 
selling drugs and Some SEAS 
prescriptions. — 


The store is quite sid and 
it is over a hundred years old. 
When you enter, you're met with 
a strange aroma. The old wood- 
en counter and the shelves have 
soaked up the smells . of herbs 
and ‘roots and chemicals, The 
shelves are filled with old 
apothecary bottles;whose white 
and gold labels inscribed in 


-.katin°-are all but obliterated. 


In the window are -two.large 
sealed bottles filled with = red 
and blue liguids, the symbol of 
the pharmacist. On the counter 
ds a large old nickel-plated 


cash register. Just a few of 
the keys still work. Several 
years ago the National Cash 
Register Company offcred to ex- 
change this old relic 
modern streamlined register, 
but Hyman refused, He feels 
such a modern fixture would be 
out of place, 


Hyman's appearance blends in 


with the atmosphere. He is a 
small man, and his many years 
are etched on his face. He is 


usually sitting in his ancient 
chair near’ the door beside his 
tall stack of books, for he has 
never lost his love for reading 
and learning. His books cover 
many subjects, and it 4s not 
unusual to find one written in 
Germm. But always there is a 
Bible, and Hyman still reads a 
chapter in it every day. Now 
that he is older he sometimes 
finds it hard to put his books 
aside when a’ customer opens the 
door. And, occasionally when 
he gets a request for chewing 
gum or tobacco, it is not un- 
usual for him to say, "This is 
a drugstore -- not a super- 
marketl™,. >." 


For this reason the residents 
in the new housing development, 
which now adjoins his 


rorear. 


Shop, — 


avoid his store and go to the 
new shopping-center type drug- 
store. But Hyman still doesn't 
care to sell magazines a cokes, 
It is for this same reason that 
many of his old customers still 
come to the store. They like 
to shop here because they can 
still purchase the same kind of 
remedies that they used in the 
old country, and they like to 
exchange a few words with him 
in their hative tongues. He 
has not forgotten his Polish 
or Germai. In fact, he has 
added two rew languages, Rus- 
sian and Hungarians 


have wondered 
about this quaift store -= how 
he has managed to hold out 
against modern merchandising. 
Most of his old friends, the 
doctors and his old customers, 


Many pedple 


have moved away or died. As 
time passes he sees fewer and 
fewer familiar faces, and he 


spends more and more time with 
his beloved books. 


Last year he received a very 
singular honor. He was a guest 
at the dedication of the new 
Tenphéc, Utiiversity, Sékbo2!of 
Pharmacy. ~My grandfather, 
Hyman Schor, is the oldest liv- 
ing graduate. 


ete Loin Seewag 
A Hew World 


by Leonard Goldstein 


Uf. I accepted the position as 


instructor at a. school for retarded 
. children two years ago, I never sup- 
posed that it would lead to what it 
: did, . Billy became my inseparable 
Saturday afternoon. companion, and I 
have become completely involved in 
his family and emotional problems. 


I first met Billy in the voca- 
tional training class at school, He 
had no apparent physical handicaps 
or abnormalities,and showed no signs 
of Mongoloidism or Cretinism, which 
_ are two common types of mental re- 
tardation. He had blond hair, blue 
eyes, and a_ stocky build. Billy 
_looked like any of ten or twelve 
‘boys who go to my high school. 
Although he didn't understand very 
much, he asked no questions. When I 
tried to give Billy special help he 
was very appreciative, but really 
couldn't understand too much of what 
I was saying. I could see then that 
I was going to have to come down to 
Billy's level, rather than to try to 
bring him upto mine if we were 
going to be friends. 


Even though he was a little hard 
to "reach" at first, I felt that 
Billy and I were good friends at the 
end of my first summer at Billy's 
school. By the end of the second 
summer Billy was beginning to come 
out of his shell and the instructors 
at. the school told me that I should 
not stop seeing him. Billy's «parents 


and I.had a _ conference with the 
school's directors and we decided 
that it would be good. for. Billy. to 
go out with me every Saturday after- 
noon to give him a little companion- 


‘ship, and to brighten up his drab 


existence, 


Every Saturday for -ebout six 
months Billy and I have gone out to- 
gether. Recently we've seen the De- 
partment of Commerce: Aquarium, the 
Washington Monument, and the Civil 
Defense model air raid shelters. At 
the monument Billy gave the same re- 
action as thousands of other -child- 
ren visiting it each year. "'Gee,Len, 
the people .down -there look like 
ants." At the Aquarium Billy walked 
with me from tank to tank as I tried 
to tell him something about each 
fish. At each tank Billy had a new 
face to make at different types of 
fish. In an effort to appear like 
one of the boys to me,Billy tells me 
of many of his many boyish adven- 
tures. Unfortunately, these adven- 
tures are only in his mind. The 
Aquarium inspired him to tell me of 
his numerous fishing trips. I check- 
ed to see if Billy had ever been 
fishing. He hadn't. The air raid 
shelter had little . interest -for 
Billy. I just couldn't seem to make 
him understand bombs, fallout and 
disaster, Taking him to the shelter 
was poor judgment on my part, for I 
should have anticipated his reaction. 
After leaving the shelter I couldn't 


help thinking that with his Limited 
understanding of war and bombs maybe 
Billy has an edge on many of the 
world's leaders. 


Till this day Billy thinks that I 
take him out just because we are 
friends. That's my job--to keep him 
thinking that we go out’ strictly on 
a social basis. Each moment that I'm 
with him I'm working toward a new 
goal. Our seemingly friendly conver- 
sations are really very pointed. 
Everything I do must be spread over 
weeks and weeks. If I can find the 
cause of one of Billy's secret fears 
or emotions I try to exploit it and 
bring it into the daylight. If it is 
a justifiable fear,I try to help him 
overcome it; if it is a groundless 
fear we discard it immediately, For 
example, if Billy is afraid of a dog 
I try to find out why. If I find 
that he has once been bitten by a 
dog I can see why he might be afraid, 
These times I try to talk to him and 
try to make him see that all dogs 
don't bite. If he still is afraid I 
file the fear in the back of my mind 
and continually try to discourage it 
_ on later’ occasions. If, on the other 

hand, Billy is afraid of dogs’ for no 
. reason, I try to get him to pet one. 
After the first lick of the hand 


fi 
ana 


‘ there is no more fear. 


’ After “each session" with Billy I 
report to his instructor telling of 
Billy's actions and any possible 
problems that might be arising. If 
something has come up during the day 


or if I foretell. some future pro- 


—blem that I can't control, I get the 


advice of the instructor during this. 


time; Billy's therapy at the school 


depends on what I report during: 


these Saturday evening talks with 


the instructor. 
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_children, is 
the fact that Billy isn't normal. 


"Billy's fears are tike boils," 
the inetructor told me. "Once they 
are broken everything drains . out. 
Your job is to break these boils and 
keep them draining." 


I feel that Billy's complicated 
home life is a big problem for hin, 
During most of his years he has led 
a sheltered, watched-over life under 
a domineering,over-protective mother 
Billy has grown into his teens as a 
spoiled, selfish young man. This 
only adds one more: problem te the 
many that nature placed on Billy. 
Possibly because of past experiences 
or for some unknown reasons Billy is 
always afraid that I will tell his 
mother about something bad he hae 
done. I must constantly assure him 
that I won't tell anyone. Billy is 
also in .constant .fear .of being 
caught at something by "them", "They" 
will catch us, "they" won't like it, 
"they" are watching us. When I ask: 
who "they" are he doesn't know. 
Billy uses his family as a crutch. 
When he doesn't want to do something 
new or diffewent, he says his mother 
will be angry or his mother told him 
not to do this. I try to discourage 
this attitude and sometimes, when I 
know he'll not regret it, L. insist 
that he do something, even though he 
says his mother will not approve. 
I'm not trying to train. Billy to 
defy his mother,but every normal boy 
has stayed out after dark. or-.-deen 
the second picture of 4 double’ fea- 
ture when he wasn't supposed to. Why 
shouldn't Billy be allowed the same 
thrill of "living dangerously" once 
in a while?. ia ae 


"His mother's main fault, like the 
fault of many mothers of abnormal 
that she won't accept 


Currently she is spending a fortune 
to teach him to read and write. Re- 
cently she has revealed that when he 
learns to read and write sufficient- 
ly--which will probably be never, I'm 
told--she will see that he learns to 
drive a car and then be like other 
boys of his age. What no one can 
tell her is that if Billy did learn 
to read and write and ultimately 
learn to drive an automobile---which 
would be miracles in themselves---he 
would still lack the self-confidence, 
poise, and knowledge that come with 
growing up. Anyway, his mind will 
never mature past ten years of age. 
That he will never be normal,she re- 
fuses to believe. 


Since I have begun spending time 
with Billy, I too have begun to 


change. Occasionally, I wonder who 


_igs doing whom the most good. I'm be- 


ginning to see my character change 
more than Billy's. I've become more 
tolerant, more understanding, and 
more patient. I've got someone that 
looks to me for encouragement, lead- 
ership, and understanding. It seems 
strange, I know, but at times I feel 
more like a father toward Billy than 
@& companion. 


More than anyone else, I realize 
Billy will never be normal. At first 
I told myself I was going to "cure" 
him where others have failed. But 
now I see there is no cure. My only 
hope is that maybe Billy will be a 
little better off for having known 
me. I'm sure that I'll be better 
off for having known Billy. 


RAIN NO LONGER SINGS 


The dew that falls on love's first summer's gaze 


is gentle, 


And the bright and shining green 
yj! lying everywhere blends into a blur 
Of sun-kissed days and star-patterned 


nights. 


That first sweet love, how easy to recall 


Along with all the maze 


of color, joining with it all 


And yet surrounding it, illuminating 
all that is soft and pure, 


“But all this has flown, for now I am old 


And the rain no longer sings 
for me 

And punctuates my carefree hours 
spent in loving and adoring. © 

For now I am old 

And my children crowd around me 
with their soft, angelic faces, 
warming my heart. 

But now I am old, and who can tell 


if I have not gained a better pleasure? 


Eos 


--Cathy Ryan, 229-3 
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A. photography, what a wonderful 
hobby: But to anyone with even the 
simplest camera, 
arise. What size film, flashbulbs? 
The easy way would be to follow the 
Manual that comes with all new 
cameras. But, if you happen tobe 
independent, 
camera counter what size film to use 
and use flashbulbs that fit into the 
socket on your flash attachment. 


Have you ever taken a picture, 
only to find nothing after the films 
have been developed? This is usually 
the result of not opening the camera 
case before taking the picture or of 
leaving the lens cap in place. This 
mistake can be easily corrected if 
you're not absent-minded. 


certain problems. 


ask the man at the 


2To0" 


. breath, 


Another common problem is putting 
your finger in front of the lens. 
Well, how do you correct this? Easy 
enough, remove your finger. 


Blurry pictures. are a result of 
movement on the part of the photog- 
rapher. To prevent this, hold your 
count to-three, then snap. 
If some difficulties arise before 
you. snap you.may cease holding your 
breath. If you happen to forget to 
resume breathing, that's okay, there 
will be, someone there to pick you up 
when you faint. 


If. only one thing in your picture 
is blurry, that object must have 
moved. If this object is a person 
you might suggest that this person 
also stop breathing. 


Be original once in a while, and 
don't keep taking pictures of some 
person standing in front of any 
building,smiling at the camera. Take 
low angle shots, using the sky as a 
background, but. be careful to be far 
enough away from the subject to get 
more than just his nose in the pic- 
ture. High angle shots are also a 
variation but dangerous since the 
photographer must stand on something 
and the law of gravity is quite hard 
to defy. 


Well, now that we have the camera 


loaded, now that we have a stock of | 


the proper flashbulbs at hand, and 
now that we know how to combat our 
faults, shall we take pictures? 
People are fine but they get dull 
after the two hundreth picture. Pic- 
tures of animals ,landscapes, events, 


all can be interesting. However if 


you must have people, try children.’ 


Animals are quite photogenic, but 
the photographer - should not attempt 
to pose a household pet against its 
will. That might be dangerous. 
Animals any wilder than those at the 
zoo might also prove dangerous sub- 
jects. If you let the animal (let's 


say a cat) alone you are sure to” 


come up with some very interesting 
shots. Take pictures of the cat 
hanging from the living room draper- 
ies, chewing up a cashmere sweater, 
or some other normal cat activity. 


You might even catch it in the act 


of eating, if the cat doesn't mind. 
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Landscapes -.are some of the most | 
beautiful of all pictures. By land- | 
scapes, though, I mean trees, hills, 
flowers, snow and similar objects, 
not trash cans, littered alleys, and 
back fences. When taking landscapes, 
don't clutter the picture--one main 
object and accenting objects, that's 
all. 


Events are interesting but often 
difficult to photograph because of 
large crowds’. ‘The way to solve this 
is to’ take ‘the picture ‘over the 
heads of people ‘blocking your path. 
Hold the camera ‘upside down, over 
your head, focus as usual and snap.” 
People watching parades, sporting 
events, public meetings comprise 
good candid pictures. To take these 
pictures without the knowledge of 
the subject hold the camera at right’ 
angles’ to the person or group of 
people and take the picture. Ifa 
person asks you to refrain from pho- 
tographing him, oblige. People are 
dangerous when they throw things. : 


Children, while photogenic, can 
at times be more dangerous than dogs: 
or cats. Their natural curiosity 
makes it difficult for the photo- 
grapher to get the picture without 
the loss of some piece of equipment. 
If a child picks up a piece of 
equipment don't grab it and try ‘to 
take it from him. It's better to 
lose a camera than a finger. 


Well, by this time you are com- 
pletely prepared, so, ready, aim, 
snap! ~ ‘ 


—— 


Ni 


HG )arice, an art critic or an art 
connoisseur. But I am an art museum 
devotee. Why, I really don't know. 
I doubt I could pick a painting of 
the Venetian School from one of the 
French, Spanish, or Flemish schools. 
To my uneducated eye, Goya's and 
Gainesborough's paintings resemble 
each other so completely that to 
tell them apart would be an impossi - 
ble feat. I go through a gallery, 
dutifully repeating to myself the 
name of each painting, the artist 5 
and the school to which he belongs. 
To date Ihave learned that Renoir 
belongs to the French School, 
would have guessed that from the 
spelling of his name! 


These peintings are exhibited in 
impressive institutions called art 


me suspiciously 5 
array of lec ~tours, 
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by Judith Lanpher 


\ 
post-cards. Many times this 
has so completely unnerved me th ra 
make @ wrong turn and e A, I 
room filled with smiling cherubs : i 
solemn saints who seem to disapprove 
of my presence in go halloweg a 
place. To reach my original desti. 
nation is a painful ordeal, 
guard seems to think tha. 
is of special import. 
shoulders, 


t his roo 
I square ny 
set my chin, and try not 
to notice hie stern looks ag J] 
Yush on, not stopping to wonder at 
their favorite works. 


When I finally find the object of 
my quest, I check the artist's name 
closely. (As if it had changed since 
my last visit.) At such close range, 
the picture is. a blur of nothing- 
ness. In order to see it properly,I 
must back up slowly until the light 
strikes it perfectly. This may seem 
to. be a simple maneuver to the 
reader ,but complications always seen 
to be in my way--such as: ash-trays, 
couches, and four year olds, who are 
having cultural experiences in spite 
of themselves. But, my position 
taken, I plant myself firmly and 
study the Masterpiece before me. And 
if I'm lucky, I can get a full one 


minute's view before a near-sighted 
matron decides that directly in 
front of me is the only place to see 
the painting properly and I am 
forced to move. 


When I go to an art museum with a 
friend, .I invariably forget myself, 
and with a sweeping gesture exclaim, 

This painting has always been one 
of my favorites§" The room may have 
looked quite empty just before this 
outburst, but no sooner have I shat- 
tered the silence than it is filled 
with people who glare at me for dis- 
turbing their contemplations. 


Another difficulty I have is that 
I know what works I like; but my 
reasons for liking them are so hid- 
den within my mind that I'm not sure 
what they are. -.Last Saturday, as I 
was strolling with a.friend . through 
the National Gallery, we came upon 
my favorite picture, Renoir's "Girl 
with a Watering Can." 


“T think I like this painting 


better than any other," TI declared. 
“Why do you. like it so well?" my 
friend asked. This startled me. I 


didn't realize that one had to know 
why one liked a particular work of 
art. I hed always thought just 
liking. it was enough. Since my 
friend showed clearly that she felt 
this attitude was an affront to the 
painting, to the artist, and to the 
entire art world, I endeavored to 
find some reason for being attracted 
to the next picture I liked. .Fortu- 
nately for me, , the next few rooms 
were filled with Picassos and 
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Cezannes. My friend required no 
opinion of me since this was her ~ 
element. She told me precisely what © 
she liked and why she liked it. How- 
ever, when we came upon paintings 
from the English School she became 
silent, and it was obviously my turn 
to contribute to the conversation.We 
approached Stuart's "The Skater.” 


I said brightly,"I really 44 like 
this one. He's cute." 

"He's cute!" she cried. "My dear 
girl, one does not use ‘euté' swhen 
referring to a masterpiece!" It was 
apparent that while she thought I 
should know why I liked a picture, 
she preferred no reason at all to 
the one I gave. 


Perhaps my level of art apprecia- 
tion is not as mature as it should 
be, but art brings me a satisfaction 
that nothing else does. All outside 
cares and problems leave me as if by 
magic as I gaze upon faces and 
scenes preserved for centuries .Peace 
and tranquillity wrap themselves 
silently about me as faces of ‘the 
humble and arrogant, the rough and _ 
gentle,the cruel and kind, preserved 
for centuries on canvas, transfer tc 
me some of their detachment from thc 
busy, worried world thet I know. 


In the love of art I have some- 
thing that can never be taken frou 
me. When I amold, gray, wealthy, 
and) bored, I'll remember my olc 
interest and will buy myself a 
Monet. Or do I mean Manet? - 


ga. 
arrespoy dene 


by Fred Morhart 


7 7. my family patched the ake 
together, we all agreed that is 
unbelievable . one. e 
i + have gotten started 

our cleaning girl was tidying up 

a neIE: they Father is a writer). 
We lcarnéd that she had found on the 
floor a twisted and tangled length of 
tape from Father's recorder and 


played it back, She also admitted to’ 


us that she had given it to a maid 
friend who worked for a neighboring 
scientist, who, in turn, had done a 
good deal of research on it. Our 
neighbor came up with two astonishing 
letters, evidently dictated, or I 
should say barked to a fricnd dach= 
shund by our dog,an inventive, indus- 
trious and shaggy-haired spaniel with 
alust for living. I would like to 
point out, before setting down these 
hitherto unpublished documents ,» that 
our spaniel has a long ancestry of 
rather aristocratic forebears from 
merry old England, 


< ae first missive is self-explana- 
Christmas Day 
Baron-- 


I mst relate 
to 
that happeneg last Hei event 


Call it most distinctly a" 


You know, old ch 
dered for som. 4 T hay, % 
feasibility of the 4 abou, | 


Santa Claus. Now, of tetany & 
know. I have Considere Ase, } 


considered the experia and 
te 
come to the conclusion 72% bay, 
is definitely a Santa gv" th, 
is ‘modern and up-to_g.r 


d ke 
bit like the old chap, © ~ ™t, 


Last night was dark 
the moon was shining rather 
ly and made a perfect 947) is 
of the house. The snow was fa 
deep by then, Baron, and i y 
snowing big fluffy flakes 
cotton candy that they sel) at the 
fairs. I suppose the temperatyr: 
must have been 10 to 12 degrees 
above, and the wind was beginni 
to whip about rather inclemently, 


While I was out for a run, j 
suddenly sensed a shadow passing 
overhead, I looked up and, quite 
honestly, Baron, I saw ared aii 
white striped helicopter decorate 
with holly and bells. I paused in 
the otherwise silent night an 
heard a voice say: "Claus 1 t 
Claus 2, request report on landing 
conditions. Over." 


Naturally I was astonished 
because this did not fit in at all 
with Grandfather's stories o 
Saint Nicholas, the twelve nights 
and all that. "Repeat, Claus 1 to 
Claus 2, request report on lant- 
ing conditions. Over." Well,Bér- 
on, he must have gotten his report 
because the machine hovered close? 
and closer to the snow. Then, ™ 
awink, naturally, a chubby old 


chap was unloading packages in gay 
wrappings from the luggage com- 
partment. 


All the while, mind you, old 
chap, he was singing and humming: 


Transistors in 
jacket of wool, 
With 200 horsepower giving the 
pull, 

A smiling old man who's known 
far and wide, weds 
Awaited by all at every Yule- 
Tide. fave : 

His features were jolly, his 
actions. quite quick, 

I knew at a glance it must be 
‘Saint Nick. ; ‘ 


pocket, and 


In fact, Baron, he seemed to; be 
amused by the new words - not at 


all the way we used to say them,. 


Santa-walked over, patted, me on 
the head and wished _me a. Merry 
Christmas, I responded with a 
wag, as is my wont. He smiled, 
returned to his ‘copter and 
climbed back in. It rose into the 
air ina cloud of snow, leaving 
behind a cold dog and a new found 
believer in Santa Claus. 


Quite the story, don't you 
think Baron?. Do drop over for a 
biscuit some day soon, - 


As always - 


Reggie 


The second epistle to the dach- 


shund requires some explanation, I 
was recently obligated to memorize 
twenty-five’ lines from Shakespeare's 


Macbeth, 


I can only assume that 


Reggie must have overheard me as 1 
worked on it. 
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Tuesday 


‘Baron- 


Old fellow, today Thad a most 


intriguing experience. I had just 
returned from achat with that 
charming terrier chap over © OF 


Morningside and was entering our 
yard when it all started, Quitc 
close to the house, I was startlec 
by the master's voice shouting 
over and over: "To be thus “is 
nothing"; "To be thus is nothing." 
I thought this “ unusual because 
obviously everything, even "thus," 
something. Well, old boy, 
scarcely had I sat down to ponder 
the words when the drone changec 
meter, It became: "But to be 
safely thus." Now, of course, 3 
understood. To be safely thus 

You know, ‘tis like being about 
the house with maddy paws or being 
about the house with muddy paws 
when no one's home. 


Then it changed again, "Our 
fears in banker* stick deep"; "Our 
fears in banker stick deep." 
Well, I ruddy well could not 
vision the meaning of this. Why, 


; 


#Banquo >: 


never fear his 


would 
you know one Lombard Street. 


proker on old 
it would be 


inconsiderate. 


It changed again, something 
dreadful about fearing royalty. 
Old chap, you and I know that 
kings and queens (God save the 
Queen) are to be loved and re- 
spected, never feared, Ah, how 
well I remember the stories Grand- 
father used to tell, Grandfather 
was in the household of George VI, 


you know. Their relationship was 
a glorious. one, Grandfather 
called him George; he called 


Grandfather Prince, Duke, Bounder, 
and Rover, But Grandfather never 
bianca him because he had so many 
dogs. 


And then the master's voice 
went on about wisdom and valor 
Yes, those were the traits of old 
England. Grandfather used to 
say - but 'tis time for tea, 


ii’ 


thought most A 


transcript, 


You know, Baron I re 
explain that voice, Data 
tainly did ring of the oj, 
parts. 


Can! 
Coy, 
d days j 


Do stop over soon, 
Reggie 


When Reggie had heard the entir. 
he deftly overturned 


é 


small table on which the first lette 
had been placed and neatly applic 
his grimy paw print at the foot of 


the page, 
seeming to await the second lette: 
for signature. 
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He then peered up at us 


ot 


CAN 


> 


te Unennounced 


By Mike Mosettig 


ig politics tho difforence bee 
tween the announced and the unan- 
nounced is as slim as the wind which 
carries a hat into the ring, The 
announced candidate smiles a little 
broader, shakes a few more hands, and 
kisses a few more babies, but behind 
the scenes the actions of the two are 
strikingly similar, While this year's 
announced candidates, Vice-President 
Nixon, Senator John F, Kennedy, | and 
Senator Stuart Symington, make 


speeches asking for votes, the wunan-. 


nounced make speeches and _ hope 
everyone gets the right idea, 


Although Nixon is considered to 


have the Republican nomination tucked — 


away and Kennedy and Symington are 
openly battling for the Democratic 
prize, the quiet candidates, Governor 
Nelson Rockefeller, Senator Lyndon 
Johnson, and Adlai Stevenson, are 
waiting for an opportune moment’ to 


make a play for the nomination call, | 


Rockefeller, the affable and pop= 
ular Republican Governor of New York, 
officially dropped’ from the race 
last December, But he hasn't re- 
leased his campaign or speech writing 
staff, and with the end of the legis~ 
lative session in New York, he is 
traveling around the country. With 
his principal backer and adviser, 
L,. Judson Morehouse, New York Repub- 
lican state chairman, Rockefeller 
took the more-than-subtle hints from 
party leaders that Nixon shouldn't be 
opposed for fear of splitting the 
party. While high Nixon votes in 
Indiana, Pennsylvania and Mass = 
achusetts primaries dispelled hope 


for a popular draft, he is ready to 
step in if an unforeseen political 
disaster should strike, .But Repub- 
licans, when they advised Rocke= 
feler to leave the race, didn't 
want him to take all his marbles 
home, Most G, 0, P, bosses dream of 
a Nixon-Rockefeller ticket, but the 
New York man has yet to comply. In 
fact, he has emphatically refused, 
for fear of being misunderstood, the 
honor of an official post at the 
convention, As the time draws near, 
more pressure will be exerted, 
Whether Rockefeller finds himself on 
the ticket will depend largely on 
his will power. 


Adlai Stevenson is one of. the 
"quiet" candidates, but whenever he 
murmurs, old. backers flock back to 
his standard, and draft-Stevenson 
groups pop up over the country. ‘So 
far, the eloquent former Illinois 


‘ governor has discouraged all efforts 


on his behalf and-has taken his name 
out of the Oregon and the District 
of Columbia primaries. However 
facing. him and his devoted band of 
liberal ‘followers are. the profes= 
sional party bosses who n't want 
to risk sending a two-time loser 
into the fray again, But if the 
Kennedy bandwagon hits any obstacles 
and.a. deadlocked convention results, 
pundits feel he has a better than 
even chance for the nomination. 
They claim he is better known than 
Symington and not offensive to large . 
labor and Negro blocs, as is Johnson, 


“In the Massachusetts and Pennsyl= 


vania primaries he pulled the second 
largest write-in count to Kennedy 


=k 


Democrats 

ocrats. Many take the 

ong the Dem dy will if he 

ngs ping Kenne h Stevenson ror 
wit feirly 


d spo ion 
secon’ ie nominati reasons. ‘They 


st ticket, 
te eestern 


1 nS 
Arvigmit it, he may emerge 


lest toa derdlocked con~ 
seneurddbe S anes more try for the 


d once r i. 
voiwaclle ‘ihe twiee friled to reac 
pr. 


states e 


cielly isn't run- 
; ae tite che second cet ad 
ee of delegates into the ¥ - 
: Stic Convention *t Los Ange e ue 
aii 11.  Senete Majority Lea 
saints with close to 450 oot TT 
from the South and Southwest, ase 
run second to Kennedy on the ae 
ballot. From there on, it will be 
“up to Johnson, considered by many 
the nation's most astute politician, 
to barter for enough votes to win 
the nomination. With the backing of 
fella’ Texan Sam Rayburn, Johnson =< 
for-President clubs heve been organ= 
ized in the West and Southwest, 
while Johnson is expecting further 
support from the South, the pleine 
states, and the loosely bound Rocky 
Mountain bloc. : 


The strikes against Johnson are 
his locelity, his heelth (he had e 
severe heert attack three years ago) A 
and hia stand on natural gas, labor, 
end civil Tights. Hig Southern 


background has 8A ineg 
of determined °Pponents i 
ranging from 
Paul Butler on down, But Chains 
other libersls , Pay 
middle~of-the-rogg 
compromises ‘with the Ri 
ministration. As 9 Texas ga" 
hes hed to support the a0 4 
neturel ges 
the states contro] Over 4p, Sly, 
pipelines end oi] Companies _ “Al 
portunity to reise retes, "0 o 
brought opposition from con hag 
eress. His Southern Mntle Suney 
he hes been trying to drop, hantteh 
him in two ways. First, & Sout derg 
hesn't been elected President tas. 
the Civil Wer, and, Second, °° 
Negro bloc which igs very inflye 
tiel in Northern city Politics Pa 
thet es a Southerner he wouldnt 
push for civil rights, en tho 
his chence of coming out of a deag. 
locked convention is Slim, his 450. 
plus votes can't be ignored. [¢ ke 
doesn't become the nominee, he vil} 
have a large say in naming the per. 
son who will. 


When the throsty voice cries 
through the convention din - and 
clrmor, "Announcing the next Presi. 
dent of the United Stetes," the 
spotlight may well fall on = cendi- 
date who wes almost lackluster in 
Mey, , who sperkled in July, end who, 
according to his backers, will 
surely gleem =nd glitter in November, 


THE BEAR 


(A Parody of William Blakets "The Tiger") 


Khrushchev, 


Khrushchev, feigning right 


About the U~2 overflight, 


What immortal hang or eye 


Could frame thy fearful Summitry? 


~ Tom Cabarga, 308~6 
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fe eople are funny! They..are also 
extremely gullible, especially when 
it comes to dietless reducing. The 
people of America today are prosper- 
ing, and, as they prosper, they are 
eating more and getting fatter. In 
this age of slim, trim figures, 
obese individual is sensitive about 
his physical condition. These over- 
weight Americans are being taken in 
by fast-talking salesmen selling 
fraudulent pills and ‘cevices for 
‘melting away fat" and "lifting off 
pounds." These are the most lucra- 
tive of the medical frauds today. 


Smart businessmen realize that 
there is a great demand for.a single 
pill or device that will cause a re- 
duction of body weight without diets 
or exercise. There is no such prod- 


cra 
efee 


the . 
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SHAKE WELL BEFORE USING 


by Cdririié Reikes 


uct yete Although these ghouls real. 
ize the facts, “they take advantage 
of the eager public by manufacturing 
a harmless but ineffective pill for 
which they make fantastic claims and 
charge exorbitant prices. 


These hucksters know human nature 
well. They commercialize their prod- 
uct with catchy jingles and songs, 
so that a person sitting at the din- 
ner table or walking down the street 
unconsciously starts singing the ad 
or repeating the jingle, saying to 
himself,"Brand X pills will reduce-- 
reduce--reduce!"" He keeps remember- 
ing the woman who lost fifteen 
pounds in the advertisement on tele- 
vision by just taking Brand X pills. 
(The fact that she was ona very 
strict diet for that period was 
never mentioned.) Finally, he is so 
convinced that these pills will work 
that he goes out and buys a box, 
takes them faithfully before meals 
for several weeks and loses no 
weight. Still not having learned his 
lesson, he buys. a different brand 
that claims, "Do away with unsightly 
bulges. eccccesvekecduce without diet!" 
Alast Again he finds that he has 
lost neither inches nor weight. 


Mr. Y's doctor is getting after 
him now, telling him that obesity is 
bad for health and may cause heart 


- ity, impotence, 


Mr. Y who de- 

his joits e done 

troubles t something has aie and 

cides Laie ¢]] go on a ae hid 

amnesia tt You have eg diet 

stick 1) it He stays on AL ueht 
some pe , but his eye aon Cs oy 

ae _ advertisement in the peat 
by a new "to reducing without ‘ 

a new way Aha! surely this 


he 
a vibrating cove’ 41 make him lose 
that will 
teoat he goes and buys this 


thinking 
but always 
loss of (ais aids 

oro > 
en in, because he is unwilling 
to realize that obesity is a serious 
problem and can be cured for only by 


sensible dieting and exercises 


Today many Mr. Y's are being 
taken in by these ingenious huck- 
sterse Only if they are aware of the 
clever trap they are falling into, 
can something be done. 


One. product put out by the Audio 
Suggestion Institute, Inc. and later 
taken off’ the market by the Food and 
Drug Administration is a-perfect exe 
' ample of the fraudulent claims manu- 
-facturers make to: promote 

wareSe 


their ... 
This product was acclaimed 


: “Improve mental health and well- 


being;cause one to become a dynamic, 
_ vigorous personality; provide a 
healthier, happier, more abundant 
_ life; cure mental distresses;control 
the appitite; 

Sion; overcome headaches, insomnia, 
smoking habit, nail biting, indiges- 
tion, overeating,alcoholisn, frigid- 
cerebral palsy, bed 


wetting, asthmatic attacks, meno- 
pausal difficulty, paralysis of pol- 
io,’ tuberculosis,. arthritis, sinus 


_ trouble, blindness, cancer, ulcers, 


_ stammering, skin troubl 
tony and anxieties; a ©, bad habits. 


cure warts; increase 


sexual Powers; and reduce or gain 


overcome nervous ten. - 
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weight." This product go ‘ 
of dollars. a Mong 
Frequently the United State 
is used for promoting these i mai) 
Tf the product is sent Auds, 
mail, there is nothing the p,.-las 
fice can do to stop the perrteds Of, 
the materials unless the dig 8 of 
tion of them is reported inmegs 
ly. Although it is known that 
of these businesses make thous y 
of dollars a day, there is ee 
nothing the government can dy 
prevent the public from being i) 
in by these "medicine men" excent s" 
make known that the only safe to 
effective way to lose weight is by 


dieting with medical guidance, 


Most advertisements for the ». 
ducing pills announce that if 4, 
enclosed directions are followed 
carefully the user will lose so Many 
pounds in so many days. The pudli, 
does not realize that all the impor. 
tant directions amount to is a lo. 
calorie diet--a diet that any physi. 
cian could have given them before 
they wasted the $4.00 they spent for 
this useless pill. Although the Foo 
and Drug Administration has foun 
most of. these pills to be harmless 
but worthless, some have turned out 
to be dangerous, especially to people 
with certain diseases, Those suffer. 
ing from ulcerated colons are highly 
susceptible to the bad effects of 
these pills, such as continuous bil- 
ious vomiting and violent internal 


‘pains. 


While many people are being taken 
in by conniving. hucksters, some ow 
their inability to lose weight to 
their own ignorance. They think they 
can: exercise pounds away, but, while 
exercise is a factor in reducing, 1 
is not the lone factor. It will ” 


/ one no good to exercise and then et 


@ banana split. Since certain exer 
cises are beneficial: for only 3% 


4t is wise to consult a phy- 

rian before starting daily work. 
gict This is especially true if one 
uty eart trouble, for in this con- 
meson 4t is very easy to over-exert, 
Most popular on the American ‘mar. 
ae Pa ait reducing today are 
* ctric vibrating. devices including 
oe ynits,pillows,and chairs. These 
anes are acclaimed to --*spot..re. 
t tmelt away . fat and unsightly 


ciipsee and ‘firm tissues, * These 
attributes are false! While these 


nachines may provide temporary re- 
lief for minor muscular aches; | they 
do not cause reduction . of body 


Among the many pills -being. sold 
for weight reduction are appetite 
depressers, metabolism stimulators, 
and dehydrating drugs. These are 
sold without prescription at any 
drugstoree In the case of the. appe- 
tite depressers, the amount of the 
main ingredient, phenylpropanolamine, 


eontained in the pills is not enough ~ 


to cause reduction of weight. If the 
dosage were high enough to cause a 
loss of pounds, the harmful side ef- 
fects caused by this drug would. out- 
weigh its usefulness. 


The same is true . of the drugs to 
stimilate the metabolism. If the me- 
tabolism is stimulated enough to 
cause loss of weight, there would be 
disturbances in other parts jof the 
body. Therefore, any drug to stim- 
late the metabolism, safe enough to 
be on the market,will have no effect 
on body weight. ) ; OW 


ioapec be 

On the other hand, ‘dehydrating 
pills do have an'effect on weight. 
The loss of weight from these pills 
isa direct result ‘of the loss of 
body water. Since no body fat is 
lost in this process,the weight loss 
is only temporary and has no signif- 
icance, 
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“cause weight reduction, 


Many people b¢ 
14. 
ate by substituting vite oneously - 
. 2 OF protein pi 
will lose weight. por food 
Sometimes be necess 
ment to a diet to 
trition, but these 


se for weight los 
damage: to the digest ann nay cause 


taken in too 
pills’ must 
strict regulation 


Several years . ago, 
pst he a manufacturer 
oduced a ca which 

before ais Neves sige "Dinas 
safe and effective way to reduce, and 
which involved "No STARVATION DIET!" 
This product, called the Ayds candy 
and plan,was widely and flashily ad- 
vertised on the radio and in- every 
newspaper. Needless: to say, its sales 
zoomed’ as soon as it hit the market, 
Only when the buyer opened the box 
and read the directions, did he find 
that in order to lose weight,he mst , 
follow one of three rigid diets be- 
Sides eating Ayds candy. The Federal 
Trade Commission - found the. claims 
for-this product to be false:and or- 
dered that they» make known ‘that a 
diet must accompany the candy for 
any results. But the Circuit Court 
of Appeals denied this order of the 
FIC holding that the evidence found 
that the Ayds candy did depress the 
appetite: to a -certain extent and 
that the "plan" was-enough disclo- 
sure of the fact’ that diets ‘were in- 
volved. This decision unfortunately 
paved the way for many more fraudu- 
lent reducing plans. S 


the Carley 
of drugs, 


No candy, pill, or device. can 
but as long 
as there are overweight people, thsre 
will be some trying to take the sasy 
way out with dietless reducing------ 
no matter how slim their chances 


may be! 


oe | 


Ss ae ason 218" 
—Sne: seasen The” 


year, | yoischool in 
21 eet ley: Washington: i 
sae windows are open 


, me actually, 
small: stool: under. her 
o keep her’ from swinging 
( i Her: Long 
00a 
terminates: en a 

e ribbon’! bow.’ Hero=dark, 
preo are fixed. upon 


ography 
o eeal studies == and the coun- 


try \ being studied is. Switzer- 
land. F. s if de i a tp fuer y 
What: iis it. that holds our 


student’ so engrossed? Ah, it 
isia picture’of» the Liom ot »Lu= 


cerne, Andiowhat is it that so 
fires “her imagination? . Our 
little tyrox-‘sindulgés in)’ ia 


flight of fancy that transports 
her across the. ocean to’ the 
palace at Versailles, where she 
is a-witness. tolthe bravery of 
ae apie pecouenowlngly sac= 
fieing their. liv I 
Sea boron’: tsa ee. 
mason iin: a: iB 


2don ar! e Biren 


wife wood 


“fois 


-ed mountains“ they 
cleonvand his ‘army 


OSTA 


Ago -hero attention is yx, 
called to more. prosaic Tlatters 
she whispers, "Oh, beautify 
Lion‘ of Lucerne, how I wish I 
could really see you." So-our 
Jattle -Héroine: dreamed a: dren 


oAdObLa vious to the spray -ag 
the yacht>sped: along, Mama. 
and I leaned against the deck 
railing and admired first the 
Eps, then the Jura Mountains, 
One°of the ladies-in our group 
geme>'over ‘to. ask “Mama if: she 
had yet been to Lucerne to ee 
the Lions!’ Mrs.Hiller. went ‘on 
to describe ‘the ‘beauty-of the 
sculptureand ithe surrounding 
grottoy"Byvall means, try to 
get up to Lucerne," she urged, 
You! Lienever regret it.” Ma- 
ma® promised to take her advice, 
and with a‘emike she went back 
to° her-day “dreaming. 


- For to Mama the Alps are 
not “just beautiful snow-cover- 
are ‘Napo- 
dragging his 


chuge© cannon. “broken °up int 
sections, +-veach: section in ¢ 


separate log; the. Jura Moun: 
tains are: Caesar). his legions 
Orgetorix,; and the Helvetians 
"Are we going to,.Lucerne?" 

asked Mama, “Of course W 
are she answered. so) matter 


' of=factlysothat I wo ndered wh 


“raskel: Teshad forgotten 


I’ had been’: foolish enough * 
Mama' 


Ae te fes fone i ’ + 


2d. 


rendezvous of forty 


standing. 


years 


The next day was a gray day, 


Going on the lake was out cf 
the question, so off we went 
by train to Lucerne. The im- 


maculate countryside was beau- 
tiful, each blade of grass 
stood at attention, the gera- 


niums and petunias in the win-. 
dow-boxes on parade. The train’ 


sped ‘along, and as we neared 
Berne, it began to rain, By 
the time we 
the rain had settled down to 
business —- but seriously. 


We decided to lunch in the 
restaurant at the railroad sta- 
tion, hoping that in the mean- 
while the downpour would les- 
sen. After all,at the World's 
Fair we had walked in and out 
of drizzles; here in Washing- 
ton, showers come and go,, but 
this seemed as if Pluvius were 
testing Mama, Nothing deterr- 
ed, lunch finished, we set off 
on our trek to the grsttd. 
Fortunately, it was a walk of 
just a-few blocks;but for sme 
reason, I don't know why ,walk- 
ing along with my arm tucked 
through Mama's,the rain seemed 
unimportant, We entered the 
grotto and, instead of stop- 
Ping ‘to see the lion, Mama 
pushed me into the tourist 


reached Lucerne, . 


ream 


that little 
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hers. 


shop remarkin W 
g You'l1 
ms eta standing out there tn 
. Op for some - 
cards because we certainly 


can't take any pict ‘ ; 
weather. yY Pictures in this 


I turned to Mama but some~ 
how I knew beforehand that ake 


was no longer: beside me, { 
looked out and, . sure enough, 
there she .was --' keeping her 


tryst with the Lion of Lucerre, 
Wrapt' in her dream, she didn't 
feel me tuck «my arm through 
Side by side, we stood 
there in the rain gazing aacs 
the lagoon, seeing a nation's 


memorial, honoring’ its brave 
‘dead, carved inthe rock. I 
looked at Mama -- Mama with 


star-filled eyes, stars spill- 
ing over.and becoming one with 


the rain on her cheeks, 


With. my mind's-eye I saw 
girl of long ago 
at her desk, and I watched her 
make a wish, I heard her tiny 
voice, no more than a murmur, 
"Oh, my beautiful Lion of Lu- 
cerne, I did come. Yes, I flew 
half way across the world to 
be with you." For a little 
bit, time seemed to stand stil. 
in this dream-world of ours, 
Mama's and mine. 


Then Mama turned to me, 


ted 

"we had better get ead 

pack to the havea and yon a7 
catch ¢c t 

Pere end of our vacatim 
Let's hurry." 


token, we weren't e 
wet. Mama took Mite Fee td 
hers, and I mew thay aie 
in a reminiscing mood, © wa 
raindrops fell 8ently 
one @ caress, 


"Sandra, a long time 

56 5We : » al ae 

aa ae ona fie. reli lost . Wen little girl, { aves 

ite force; Bymeeome, eb erance 20 Weasel oees. 
BEETHOVEN 


i i thing 
What titanic power When you hear some 
written during a fit of fiery rage! 


What fury! 
What overpowering joy! 


The tension mounts as the pounding of the drums 


is about to break loose. 


The intensity becomes unbearable. ; 

You keep telling yourself, "Here it comes, here it comes," 
‘until finally the room is filled 

with the resounding violence of the drums. 

The pounding continues for several measures. 


Then there is soothing, restful quiet. 
Slowly you are transported back to this world. 


But it was ten seconds of delirious madness. 
Ten seconds of inexpressible power and glory. 


~-Bennett Eisenberg, 320-8 


and Mana egac 


RIGHT ON i 


by George Schor 


Gea 

o/ne hot,July sun was momen- 
tarily covered by clouds, but 
this offered no relief from 
the heat that rose in currents 
from the black asphalt. The 
candidates appeared resigned 
to the discomfort of waiting 
for their drivers' tests. But, 
not the little, pale man who 
paced back and forth before 
the booth which served as 
headquarters for the testing 
staff. He kept glancing at his 
watch and then peering inside 
at the big clock on the wall. 


The officer inside the 
booth was feeling a little in- 
patient,too. He,also,noted the 
time. They were running a lit- 
tle late today. The men usu- 
ally slowed down as the tem- 
perature climbed. He checked 
another name off the list, and 
Was about to call the next 


W25- 


candidate when G 

man entered the oubister® #Pale 
"Excuse me, Sir." 

imploringly, : "Am If NAT 

appointment was for JaLo iY 

Ltts already 3:11," ro 


"What's your name?" 
"Gordon, Theodore Gordon," 


pg cr oe one ahead of 
you. won't take more t 
ten minutes," pete 


"But, Officer, I can't wait 
ten minutes. I can't wait an- 
other minute. It's very impor- 
tant that I take my test right 
now." 


"I'm sorry,Gordon. We can't 
make exceptions. If we did, 
we'd have all these people 
breathing down our necks." 


-"T understand, but you must 
give me a break.I have to meet 
my son who's arriving at four 
in Union Station. He's been 
overseas doing a hitch for 
Uncle Sam...besides,you sched- 
uled me for 3:10." 


The officer was too tired 
to argue. “Okay,” he stated. 
"Take these papers to the of- 
ficer in the blue Ford." 


"Thanks," called Gordon, as 
he hurried office He <Slid in 
behind the wheels of the car 


o thé 

ieaeete can’ Lei- 

and hand ame policema a 
examiner e 4 " few notcs O 


ree card, a" 
poeweed what Wee est, 
the applicants oo ted 

grive a dest&™ ts 
driv city streets, 


his turns e 


‘Vhile the of! yarnek® 
JowLy wound his wris 
mote eee an unusual one, 

ith the | 
Hels larger than those of the 
ordinary wrist watch. 
examiner regarded his 
jor with an -experienced eye 
and remarked, "Please begin 
test by parking the 


dials 


~ Gordon had not intended ne 


show his preoccupation. 1 
would have been fatal to his 
plans to do so. He stole a 


swift glance at his watch. 
Nine minutes 
seconds to go. 


He managed to park the car: 


ina cautious and slow fash- 
ion. "Youve done that well," 
said the examiner, 
in the time limit," 


"I know," replied Gordon, 
as he glanced at his watch. It 
had taken him exactly three 
minutes, Six minutes | 
thirty-five seconds ‘to go. 

“In-accordance with his 
pee : instructions 

rove out into the str 
Reeiarees aa “he 

Fought the car t t 
in doing ak oa halt, and 


«lees 
t 


officer spoke, 


and markings 


The 
behav-' 


and thirty-five 


"Just with-— 


and / 


again _ looked 


of my habits, 
; it." F 
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at his watch. This cause 
officer to remark, "Tez; the 
why do you keep looking ™ 
your wtch, If YOU'FE“worns. 
about a time limit, forget is 
theré isn't any, Just. Fela, 


nyt rryi, it's j 
I'm so * Tai pees one 


Gordon continued 
prescribed course. At. the eng 
of two blocks..he. made 4 left 
turn. Two blocks further  ;, 
was directed to make a right. 
Waiting at the. intersecfio,' 
Gordon furtively checked tp 
time. Fifty seconds to-go, 


Presently he found hin- 
self on Twelfth Street in the 
extreme right hand lane wait. 
ing for a red traffic light to 
change. Gordon noticed a fat 
elderly man crossing the in. 
tersection. Ina few seconds 
the pedestrian would be di- 
rectly in front of his car.His 
throat went dry. His. heart 
beat faster and faster. 


‘At last. he would find out. 
if these weeks of plannins-- 
timing the lights on _ the 
driver's test run--of studying 
the. fat man's extremely meth-. 
odical habits. would pay off. 


Now he’ could rid himself of 
that. black-mailing leech. 
The . officer noticed 


Gordon's sudden agitation. ."Is 
something . bothering you?" he 
inquired, 


"It's the heat. I think I'm 
EOIN, WOR orci Gordon never 
finished the. sentence. He 
Slumped against the wheel and 
his foot trod heavily on ‘the 


ator. ‘the car bounded 
cutting down the fat 
gorwe reened across the inter- 
it ey vari’. shrieked to a halt 
ti0 startled officer pulled 


eee 
af vnand-brake ; 


In 4 few minutes, an ambu- 

rived. The interme 
Kly ascertained the “fat 
quien dead, and. then turned 
a attention to Gordon. 


He sat up weakly in the 
of wwhat happened?" he 
Cc e 
murmured 


"you fainted," replied the 
officers "Your foot. must have 


~me?" 


hit the 


848 peg 
Struck a Pedestrinn on ie Bed 
il} 
I'm.afraig hetg deaq," 
"It mish phd, +/ 
have 
tha aoe Yet age the heat 
ey Hag odd nowo" orden, 
"There 'z 
1b 
inquest," replied. the onfice " 


"Just a formality j". 


M414 trkcl y: 
a ‘ 
asked Gordon 13 thing to 


officer, 


"I don! , 
the offises, iraoe Ly " 


CAPITOL CHATTER 


Hello, girls! (It's good 
to see you-here at the Capitol 
If -~you'll wait a few 


again. : 

minutes, I'll finish my work, 
and we can_.walk over to see 
what the Senate is doing. 


Meanwhile, come’ into the cloak 
room and rest.  $"Fishbait " 
Miller, the doorkeeper, hasn't 
been around this morning, so 
it's safe to have visitors. 
Well now, sit right down on 
this sofa while I answer the 
phonee, Hello, House Repub— 


LICANsccccccerecrerercecsscrrscs 


My boss says I can leave 
now; so if you girls will fol- 
low me, I'll tell you "about 
the building as we go. 


This, girls, is Statuary 
Hall. Notice that the statue 
of Will Rogers wasn't placed 
here, but in an adjoining 
hallway. One day when Will 
was walking through this very 


hall, his friend said to him, 
Will, some day your statue 
will be in Statuary Hall." 


Old Will protested, "I want my 
Statue put where I can watch 
the men who spend my money." 


And now his is the only statue 
seen from the 
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hat can be 


Speaker's chair when the 

ber doors are oheredt con 
must be getting quite an eyeful 
with all the money the govern- 
ment has been spending recently. 


Hi, Jim. Jim is the atten- 
dant. for Chief Justice Taft's 
elevator, When the Supreme 
Court. .still convened here in 
the Capitol,Chief Justice Taft 
had this elevator installed te 
cause. he. was. fat and didn't 
like to walk the stairs. Few 
people ever use it now. The 
only time Senator Taft rode in 
his father's elevator was, the 
very last time he. left the 
building. 


Here on the _ Senate side of 
the Capitol are busts of each 
of the former, Presidents of 
the Senate. All of them were 
placed on marble pedestals, ex- 
cept this one of Harry Truman. 
Harry s wooden pedestal. isan 
exampte of what we call :"Re- 
publican economy." . 

‘Tet's go up to the, Senate 


i hile. 
allery and listen for a w 
rod after that, girls, how a- 


‘pout some lunch? 


-by Ann Barsky, 324-8 


Lat is a wonderful, beautiful 


thing. Everyone should tell the 
truth. Don't you think your mother 
should know how you banged up the 
car last Tuesday, knocked off the 
fender Wednesday, and broke a head- 
light Saturday? It'll comfort her 
to find out that you © can have it 
fixed for a paltry $100, and she'll 
sleep better if she knows there's a 
capable’ person at the wheel, 


And when you steal from your bro- 
thera piggy bank, don't secretly 
put the money back and forget it, 
Face up to the truth even if the 
little monster does yell so loud 
that your mother has a nervous 
breakdown, ‘Think how clear your 
vepectsnce will be, 


And be honest ‘about our 
Your father should know hat nae 
ao, you've been out with until 
aa clock in the morning, Tell him 
creme is a ~ juvenile deliquent 
roe Jail record a mile long 
Stew a a Pacing never hurt anyone, 


reel 


| 
by Sandy Seligson 


a 


Sut truth shouldn't end at ho 
It, should carry on to your sche), 
work, Admit to your math teach 
that... you cheated on the exam. Aft, 
all, you are not..the only kid to 
expelled. Go ahead and confess t 
your French teacher that you lost th 
records she lent you to study fro, 
Good old dad doesn't mind paying th 
for a worthy cause. And if ‘your En. 
lish teacher catches you looking « 
the other girl's paper, face up to 
it. Tell her you've cheated all sen- 
ester. That "F" on your report can 
may ruin your chances for college, 
you probably will end up as a street 
cleaner, but doesn't your conscience 
feel clear!! Remember . also to lt 
your honesty carry over to adulthoo 
If you pass_a red light, go over the 
speed limit, or drive while into 
icated, be sure to contact the 
est policeman. After all, how ™ 


can a few tickets cost? 


Be a good citizen! Join Civil De- 


48 
fense, become a den mother, get. actly 


Re PTA and become a grade mothe! 


228. 


nly live once. ‘Think of how 
you ° enjoyment you can get out of a 
mob of 25 screaming, yelling, fight- 
rom" 54s. Oh yes, don't forget your 


Be patriotics If you see a murder 

jtteds call the police and offer 
on stifye Don't let those men from 
0 scare you with threats, Why 
yofhe live once, and believe me 
Be ist make sure af it! 


ment, your nei 

t ghbors 

police regard you ae 

Meter of strong arm men h. 

Shadowing you, Gee re et 
> 


: ; wouldn't j 
nice if everyone were bnutheal7iy, 


THE ENEMY WITHIN 


e-by Robert Kennedy 


A highly informative book about corruption in labor 
unions in the United States “4s THE ENEMY WITHIN, 
written by Robert Kennedy, former chief counsel for a 
Senate investigating committee. The story tells of 
the difficulty he ageeetencd’ in gathering evidence 
from labor chiefs and officers. It exposes what is 
allegedly widespread misuse of union funds. This 


reviewer feels that it is a book which should be read 


by every American citizen. 


Stanton Gildenhorn, 227-8 
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“mite PLAGUE — 


py Albert Cams 


s published in Peris, it created an immediat, Senge é 
12: 


Late) PLAGUE v ti 


When 
to 
as one of the finest novels ee 
$ 2s Firs ones and ty, 
whe trouble in Oran began with the ravSe t108, i 
ine 


have come out of postwar Surope, 


A nd hundreds, they came out of the sewers and cellars to die ing 
by fifties © 


in ugly sight, they upset the people's cali. Then a fer People e 


sireetSe 
disturbed; they were burning with fever and racked with pain, i 


yore than 
; “4 j ass 
thouch the city authorities were reluctant to give the rapidly Spreading poy 


tilence a neue, the stigmata were soon undeniable. The gates of the City were 
closed. Oran was in the mighty grip of bubonic plague. 

Camus tells his powerful eeoLy, tone he eyes of a doctor ho js 
involved in every attemt to stem ie plague are to alleviate human suffering, 
With hin are Becoriated othersaa journelist, a commana’ avoiding the police, 
a priest, a legal official, ve ordinary citizens. Each has tis own attitute 
towerd the virtual imprisonments Hach nakes his oun n edjustnents : as bis charac. 
ter and philosophy dictate. Many die. Those who survive attain a full low! 


% 
= re RDS) 


edge of z00d and rae 
Uritten with qtet and unrelenting mastery, THE PLAGUE is a impressive 


storys Tt combines ‘the fescination of a negnificently told tale with 2 seal 
ing enelysis of the human predicanent, ‘EO ap | 


HBP en 50 --Phyllis Getz 
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My Aimenian dcreritage 


by Uasmig Shamigian 


am proud of ny- Armenian des - 


scente Because of the sufferings my 
forefathers endured, they have left 
me a fine cultural heritage. 5y not 
accepting the liohaumedan faith the 
jmmenians were able to prevent their 
culture from being absorbed by that. 
of the natigns which surrounded 
then.s iy forefathers handed down to 
ny generation a deep love for free- 
done liy family and many other fam- 
lies fled to ‘merica primarily to 
enjoy the freedom in thought, speech, 
and action offered here. ily “rmenian 
heritage of love of freedom has 
blended perfectly with my American 
heritages 


For generations my forefathers 
were massacred, pillaged,robbed, and 
persecuted for the sake cf their 
religion. Through many trials and 
tribulations the Armenians have re- 


mained steadfast in their faith even: 


though these persecutions could have 
been avoidéd -Simply by accepting 
liohammedanism. Since they were pre=- 
vented by law from owning weapons 
with which to defend themselves, they 
vere unable to protect their loved 
ones “and their homes ‘from the 
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pillaging hordes which periodic. 
descended upon their wil iaaens pad 
raids were often conducted for the 
sole purpose of exterminating Chris- 
tians above a certain age.eSome young 
men escaped this terror by dressing 
as girls. 


The Armenian people had accepted 
Christianity as a nation in 301 A.D. 
when St. Gregory the MTlluninator 
converted the people from Zoroastri- 
anisme The surrounding countries 
being non-Christian at that time, did 
not favor the Armenian acceptance of 
Christ. Rome was the first of the 
countries to conquer Arnenia. Persia 
and other near “Eastern counscices 
followed. It would have been very 
easy for my forefathers to give up 
their faith in the beginning, but 
they didn't. They knew that if one 
is not willing to stand up for the 
things one believes, then these 
things must not be worth believing 
ine Although the Turks were ruthless 
and barbaric as they tortured *the 
poor people and bled the country- 
side, the courageous people vould not 
accept the Islamic faith. My Grand 
father, among many others, was shot 


st relig- 
teadfa ny fore 
gained 


to s 


In addition which 


tions 


the Ar- 

prese 6 3 
forefathers wer 

menian religion ahs culture of the 


able to pre ned an apprecia- 
have gai and crafts 


ought with them to 
my people. ve handnade bracelets and 
necklaces» colorful pottery, unique 
needlework, beautiful wood tailed? 
and culinary talents are all a par 
of my Armenian heritages 


Of the many aspects of the cul-- 


ture that were” handed dowm to'me, I 
enjoy’misic most.Armenian folk music 
has become just as mich a part of ty 
life as European musice The folk 
music of the Armenians brings out 
their sufferings and misfortunes as 
well as the happiness of their 
lives. It is a very satisfying ex- 


perience for me to participate in’ 
Armenian folk dancing,and I not only~ 
enjoy learning the dances, but their ' 


history and origin as well.. 


ty forefathers have given me finé i 


principles .ta- live by. They have 


handed down.e recognition of thé im-, 
portance of truthfulness, sincerity, 


loyalty, honor, and. Close fanily 


relationship. I thank uy. forefathers ; 


for suffering as they d : ‘ 
some this culture Nabe Boas 
own to my. generation, - I only hon 
that I in turn shall - be ebione 


transmit 
Lollory mae RETADAE? eit taoes aaho 


and to hand it’ 


1 
1 
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Tail) WORLD ABOVE "Tee ct Ga 
8 


"airplane Crash," scre 
headline on the fisee the 
the Daily News. PARE 46 
Fear builds up in the Minds 
_ travelers. «- of 
Only emergencies dissuade th 
their fear and dread op eiyie 
‘hg, 


Rough weather adds to discome 
and misery erips the fly. 

The roaring drone of powerfy) 
engines spits fire from 
exhaust, 

Strains at every rivet to Cleay 
the treacherous mountaing, 


EVery 


"Fasten seat belts"----- the 14 
flashes on, ght 

Piercing the darkness with warn, 
of danger. ng 

Suddenly a lurch--the plane 
plummets through space 

Till the gale once again bearg the. 
cargo aloft. +O 


The hours of uncertainty while dary 
clouds hover and lightn a 
strikes. : He 

How much longer till homeward 


sights come into view? 


But then, flying is intriguing, tiniqe, 
full of excitement; 

Speed, comfort, beauty lend fascinsin 
to the people flying. 

Fanciful thoughts transport them toa 
world of imagination. 


Light and fluffy pillows of white 
Ploating about them, 

The golden globe gradually slippi 
behind the horizon, 

Paint a picture of unforgettable 
beauty 

Leaving its iridescent glow soon t0 
be swallowed up. in darkness. 


God suddenly becomes alive. 

Here above the clouds, beauty and 
understanding of a power greatet 
than man °* 

Have mingled into one. 


Cynthia Morgan, 304-8 


a piercing deafen- 
from the depths of 
It penetrated. every 
si It 
searched out the cold, desolate and 


7 shrill cry: 
jag scream arose 
ie great house. 
prick, every pit..of mortar. 


nknown, places. 
othe top of each, spire, and then 


diffused into the placid air. 


“Jo trace the path of the cry to. 


its origin would be exceedingly dif- 
ficult, for, .4t hed surrounded end 
encompassed everything--everyone. 


It was not like a single scream, . 


but echoing through the dismal lower 
sections of .the chateau, it .rever- 
berated endlessly, Ta 


Now it didn't sound like a single 


outburst, but like the crying, piti- 
ful sound of many. people----how true 
it rang! But. slowly now, 


It rose to, the dome, , 


the. echo. - 


gradually faded. into unbelievable =~ 


quiet... . ; 


Coming very softly, very ceare- 


fully down the grey steps was a man, 
a very old man. Ordinarily one would 
not give a second glance to this 
Outcast of humanity, but he was all 
important that day. He was very dif- 
ferent from his brothers who shared 
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the same menial tasks as he. He was 
a servant, But,unlike the others, he 
cared dearly for his master and his 
master's wife. It was he leaving 
this abode now, after having served 
there all his life. And it was he 
who had just brought his master's 
wife the terrible news of the death 
of ber beloved,youthful husband. But - 
most horrible was the news of the 
ghastly circumstances of his death. 
It was she, who hearing this, let go 
the wretched scream. 


He walked slowly down the steps 
and. presently stood before the out- 
side gate. He turned , around for a 
moment to gaze once more et his be- 
loved home,and with sad eyes, walked 
out, of the yard into the warm, dewy, © 
sunlit morning. 


Up in her room, the wife .of the 
dead man lay on the floor, a huddled 
beauty clothed in rich fabrics. How 
lovely she was: 


The room was richly decorated, the 
product of a person of impeccable 
tastes. The floors were carpeted, 
there were ornate mahogany dressers 
and tables, a dressing table with a 
large oval mirror surrounded by four 


-encrusted 
in gold-en nd- 
ones all ith @ hai 
amaller ’ d,covered Ww NBROpy..0 


s. The be 
NET linen spread, all delicately 


fal 
the same ee antire room was 


edged tau beaulye : 
moments the Se Lane 

ip ee k of anguished frig 

Be at o one of happy 


arose. 
umed a va- 


changed quic 
determination a8 
cant smile. 


| *melody, she took 
Oe Eset rcs and glided BoE, 
ERE eBOE to her full a a ie 
There she stood for 4 fat re 
riously staring at her refle 


Still humming, she arte she Laney 
r to her “closet, al e 
siguly turning in time to the music. 


s she’ stoppéd in front of “the — 
oititade: she took a’ step back and — 
with a wild swing, threw ‘open its 
door, ‘There. “faced her an amazing 
array of exciting gowns, She moved” 
to another cabinet and opened it, and 
more gowns appeared, There’ were | 
gowns of every ‘hue and ‘color, each 
beautiful in itself, yet not as ‘fine : 
as the néxt in line, Each one better’ 
than the other. “What fun!" she 
thought. WOW Sih 


Slowly studying each one, she at 
last reached for the finest of them 
all, taking out an exquisite white 
taffeta dress laced with black, Scat- 


tered throughout it’ were emall dia-' 
mond chips surrounded by ‘sunbursts 
of black lace, Magnificent was the 


only word used to describe it, 


Hurriedly, she put tha dress on 
because the’ notion had Just ‘reached’ 
her that she might ‘not’ have’ enough 
time. Sitting at her dressing’ table, 
oe Sates fare the mirror, Methodi- 
Caity, her hands. wound her fine av. 
burn hair into a Psy ree ones 


iW. iss 
sig f fou! 


head she } 

top of her Placeg 
iqanced tiara. She put Has” Mra, 
shoes on her dainty feer ans laeqt 
up. The overall effect vag tte, 
ing. , Sung. 

Never had she § lookeg 1 
Never had anyone looked go Lovaii 


a Though, 


"How beautiful 1 am!" 
with accustomed vanity, 


Standing there, the. thought et 
her, that she . might “Have ¢, UC 
Quickly ‘she began to- Spin th alt, 
circles simulating the movementy. © 

x) 


a dance. 


Suddenly, she heard a shout ¢ 
outeide. She could hear then tears 
down the gate and she could Su ng 
the surprised look on their 
when. they found the door to bh 
hotise unlocked.” + 42, didsds “UNS 


‘“Swiftly” ‘they’ came” “through: ‘the’ 
main entrance “dnd’she “édutg ‘Beas 
footsteps ‘on the staircase” j9, 
to her, room. Shé' could: see’ the brags 
knob’on' the doof turning’ atid’as they: 
entered ‘one of them “shouted, ay, 
de Rousseau......+." They were both 
startled ° and awed® ‘at the*°signt of 
her, but’ only’ for a*moment. Two" men 
grabbed her arma and forcéd ‘her: py! 
of the’ room,” She 'rebiated’ violenely: 
and proudly gaid, "I shall walk 
aloe," abel S HS Om 8 


fo 5 UOWIS geod 


** She" proceeded’ ‘at & stately © pace 
down the steps and ‘out®“the © £ront! 
door, ae 
There was’ a gréat’ ‘ extlamation as 
she appeared, and then the’ surprised 
gasp from thé ragpickers:! of Paris. 
And ‘slowly Walking the unmarked ‘path, 
she could see only what was her wl 
timate destination--the guillotine. 


our BEAUTIFUL POTOMAC 


bowling 


ver 
gracious river, ald 


poto! e7t branched of the emer 


neat F 
be along her bank making ite vay 
o the wooded 


the ek ymen, tense with anticipation, 

holding the reels in the 

() 

flowing water @ 

The clean, 
of peop 


freshness. 
dines rollicking in the cooling, comforting 


ter. 
And the lovers, under a romantic, dreamy 
» starlit sky, listening to the serene 
creations of great composers. 
dur Potomac, bowing to our gracious city 


of statesmen. 
--Michael Futterman, 208-8 


CITY OF CONTRASTS 


Washington, the capital of the free world 
burdened with small-town problems. 
Washington, a city where a four-season day 

is not too uncommon. 


Washington, a city of "taxation without representation.” 
Washington, a big city unable to solve its little problems 


transportation, traffic, parking. 
Washington, a city of wealth , 

unable to provide a free university 
Washington, a city of contrasts. 


--Jerry Persh, 323-8 


By Diane Wolfe 


Es 
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C*he ticking of a clock, how long.....; 


does it take? A second, a sixtieth 
of a minute? Yet in that fraction 
of a minute, the lives of three boys 
have been irrevocably altered. In 
that fragment of a day emotions be- 
yond comprehension have erupted. In 


that particle of time, a man has - 


been killed. 


They sat there in the courtroom, 


waiting for sentence to be passed. 
They were 411 there - David » Ronnie, 
Nando, and their jparents. . They all 


oh 


sat in the hushed room and waited - 


all, of course, except Mr. Silas. 


Mr. Silas would never wait for any-. 


thing again. Mr. Silas was dead. ~ 


The sound of the bailiff's. hammer. 
cracked through the air. His: dis- 


"oh well, it" 


~pelieve me!" 


_ rr reree 


The ticking of ‘the ma 
the..wall behing him ¢ 
through the room. | 


5Sive e 

ould me a 
"The , old buzzard sort aS 
over with,” thought Daviq. St 4 
_his breath. . jae Ml ROlain, 


“All.on account of-sone 
ks," said Ronnie to himserp. “ 


" duc 


"But I didn't do anything»), 


Fernando . Pleade a a8e 


* lently. ; Si. 

“The ticking of the clock © bee 
unbearable. , With a. Sigh, the j = 
seated himself, and’ ‘the coma 
followed suit as in a grotesque hai 
of follow-the-leader,. ~ = Gale 


_ Mt dg the opinion “of this com 

that the defendants Ronald Hayes ani 
David Fergussen shall be Sent to the 
State Corrective School for Boys wu. 
til the time when they are thought 
to be worthwhile and responsible 
citizens. . The defendant Fernando 
Martin shall be released on proba- 

.-tion in the care of his parents." 


_ >. "Reform. school," thought Davia, 


Sno worse than living 


_ with that drunk of a father ‘o'nine, 


interested voice: instructed all.pre- _ 


sent to rise for His Honor 


McKinney, _ The... e . 
bench ea ton Judge ascended hig 


od silent for a moment. 


» Judge. . 
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a wonder which is worse," Ronnie 
,asked himself, "my old lady nagging 
me all the time or State?" 


aA 


os ynispered | Nando 
0" yeaseds then came the real- 
, distrust and veiled 


ygation of edd whispers he 
ear pave to bear for years to 
yo 
conte 


thuds of the gavel came, 

I ne even duller voice of 
am tit - "Court dismissede” 

qhe crowd shuffled quickly out. of 

the rool, 28 4f trying to. escape 

from vbat it had witnessed theree 


uCourt dismissed,” echoed McKine 
neye “Day after day - court dismis- 
sed, and another boy is lest. - 
another thief - even a murderer 
stands before mee Why? When does 
4t start? : Begs 


“For surely 2 boYeeoe 2 childeecse 
doesn’t become a criminal in that 
one act! ot in that second - but 
long before Atece weekSeee monthSeees 


years. when? Why?” So . 


IeKinney rested his head in his 
hands, seeking the elusive answer 
The ticking of the great clock once 
again sounded © and resounded in the 
silent roome On and on it went, 
never ski a beat, oblivious to 
bed events which passed before its 
aCCe 


He had been a quiet man, Mre 
Silas had. “As quiet and respect- 


PATCE 


able a_ gentleman dy 
could wish!" lrs. O'Neil had test. 
ified. "And twas fond he was of 
his daily constitutional, Never 
missed a day. - not him! ‘fs, 
O*Neil,* he'd say, ‘I've got to 
take my walk and see how me friends 
are gettin® along.’ Friends in- 
deed! He cared more for those 
ducks than for his ow kin, he 
didi" 


as a landle 


,,0£ course he cared for the 
duckse They were his only friends. 
There . were his nieces and nephews, 
of course, but, he was as uncomfort- 
able as. they on. his occasional 
visits. There was too mich hustle 
and bustle. now-a-days, too much 
hurrying and .scurryings So eradu- 
ally he. withdrew from the “outside 
world" and became more and more 
content to stay.in.his om tiny 
domaine .,.The, ducks accepted _ his 
care - and his food - and old. Silas 
became dependent on then for com- 
panionship - and fine, quiet, com- 
panions they weree ; 


Absurd though it Seems the 
ducks became his only rien 
Perhaps that was the reason be 


he 
came 0 enraged at. the boys oan 
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yas the reason ne 
of the boys = no 
the youns fellow 

opil We 

aceidente 

tee probably what bre 

anymoree’ i Te 


11 

of course, all by 
Yess 
giias vould . Saye 
cen’t say anythings 
Silas is deade = 


“She accepted: without 
complaint ‘the fact that she would 
never have the luxuries ‘she had 
Groaned of No, Rebecca Hayes ~ did 
not coupitin about ‘her position in 
life, but she did expect 2 few stall 
considerations from” her son’ = like. 
keeping his ‘room clean, Of course. 
she didn't expect ‘the boy to keep’ 


the place aS ‘neat as a pin, but 
there was a great bit’ of leeway be- 
tveen a pin and a:pig-pen,’ which was 
the ‘status of ~ Ronnie*s ‘foort that: 
Seturday morning. “She “hadn't warit= 
ed to ‘nag - she hadn*t ~ wanted’ “to 
lock hin in his room = but ‘he had to 
be disciplined. There was no other 
Waye = S > Z ld i 


j SIGHS 


Distt, thai, “vean't the 
word Ronnie had used. “Always naz 
git!” he tad stormed, “Nag, ‘nog, 
pce a ieee that. sk re 
st. Do I Have to tell you every- 
thine! ‘hat does ‘she want eee nett 
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Ye had bent to pick 
shoe lying on the rurpled bed, sal 
denly he threw. the shoe at the ,, Qs 
in a fresh burst of anger, ang st 


ag suddenly. he had opened the ypust 


and - “elimbed down the fire-escap, a 
the street. below. . Ye walked tenis 


the ball park = thon stoppea, 
would go to David’s house, 
would understand. 


Davia 


> Sut “on that . Saturday — norniy, 
David hadn*t been “in a very undor. 
standing. mood. .For when iichag 
Ferqussen had come home” belligeren: 
and drunk again - after he had pron. 
isdd not to - David had been disays_ 


ted, and angry, and hurt. 


\ifike hadn't ~alvays been Like 
‘that. to, David could remenber when 
he tas, little, and” his rother hag 
‘been alive, they had had uondorfy) 
timese But after his mother's death 
his, father could never. quite face 
tlie,” tiorld , of reality - the reality 
that she was gone and ‘Would never 
‘come. backe So he stayed in his am 
‘orld, alone with his emories, sur. 
rounded by a misty alcoholid¢ cloud 
that, Shut out, the light of truth. 


Pe citys: ay . . , a 

; Occasionally he would -.think of 
his . boy, Davide . He eeseehtre wes a 
bottle of a. different abel. .*e 
cared for his son, in his own way, 
Ang sjould promises every So often, 
to go on the wagon -be a real 
father = like he used to be before - 
beforess But phen the misty curtain 


tly, the glare 


t; 

2 shrank t - forgetting his 
te ee ting David - for-. 
"> eve except his, memor-. 
gottite she address of the nearest 
jes aD saaee a 
taverne: . oad 
yid, . angry and at. 

iat out, would leave . the 

ig and walk - as far and as fast 
ae could - hoping that. he, too, 
ot forgete ' otf 


puzzle - what had he done 


morning when he awoke, and he. 
kis Jain there, thinking about the. 

to comee What .kind .of.a day 
yould it be, he had wondered, for a- 
stranger in this big city? He long- 
ed for.a friend, a, "compadre"’.who 
could show him the ways, of the new 
places re OF na sah 


At. breakfast, when, his . little, 
sister had. announced her. . intentions: 
of skipping rope with. the neighbors’ 
children, his mother. encouraged h 


to find a friends: actu 91 | 


"Too much, .loneliness, -is bad, 
Nando," she | had. said 
"Your pappa and I want you . to: be 
happye” . rlSEd is 


solemnlye, - 


Fernando had smiled at her. 
Somehow Mamma always understood, 
She realized it was. because he was a 


' Stranger that he was left alone, 
. Thatiwas what he needed!.--A boy of 


his. own age! He resolved to find 
Someone: = anyone .=.that very day. 


And so on that Saturday morning- 
that fateful: Saturday . morning = for 
surely it. was not pure chance that 
the, three boys. met on the street; 
just an accident that’ they,.chose,: of 
all the. streets of the city the one 
that led to the parks. surely it was 
the hand ..of Fate, and..not that of 
Lady Luck that. brought. them - to;. the 
-duck pond at the particular time 
that Mr. Silas. paid his daily .visit 
~--on that morning, the three stood 
aimlessly by the edge of the waters 


"If this is the way of Americans, 
then. I like it," Nando had thought. 
"The pretty parks to playin - que. 
bueno!" .4 of Fin: ; 


a ‘But then “his. companions _ had 
started to throw pebbles at the 
birds. Fernando -had nee joined in 
their. "sport," but, fearing an argu~ 
ment, he had: stood. silently by their 
sidee é Thus, it) was: he: who: had first 
seen the old man glaring at theme 

j "Letts go now, -no?”. he had ‘sug- 
gestede reds, ail ‘,oenss? 
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% "Nos ci eat "oe ‘pened F pio 

nother: stone): B e 
i rushing out | — ae mis’ 
ae ie, ares . 


one’ evel erg 186 


t 
But ‘tie ; the old inan het 


et, ‘Por suddenly 
cae ‘there, © syelLing | at’ them)’ ant 
ghaking Ronnie by: the: ‘ehoulder's’ 1 
boy “had been startled’ ~ he”! fels 
packwards, and ‘stared Up in gurprise’ 
at the! old -mary’‘who’ Was ‘now lectur~ 
ine about : Randonee we animals? 


" nag,’ Fust Aitke iny 2a’ 
satay Oe sab int he at” 
heaving fallen in the presence of his’ 
oor % ; >of 4 + 5 F = Eis sal ; 
i My paliyd gust 

David | mitered 
loudly - 
friend, you old buzzard!" and he 
ehoved the! man’ ate aoe Ron! Rf 


aay 


"Tice my ‘pop; 


Bierthe: hadn't: seowebien 6a the? eas 


men’s* ‘frailty, or’ the’ 1068¢* gravel 


underfoot, of the? sickening ‘thump'4s” 


the: / 014°" man! s” poem ne. ‘hard: 
aroun IB OF « feat bio sal a 
-sFernardo; disillusioned! land 


frightened, had knelt by the mani” 
Then, his hand trembling, he reached 
out to David and whispered, "Madre 
de Dios - Heaven help us - he is 
dead" 


| ybs. 


and’! then” ‘added 
"You can't do that to my 


tt wat’ ail happened in. the spack 
ott’ a ‘few — “seconds. ‘The - sun stil) 
shoud, ‘thé leaves still whispereg tn. 
the trees - even the ducks PSddieg 
about. in the water - but Mr. sila. 
no’ longer walked or ‘breathed * ‘op 
talked. Mr. Silas was’ Seaat . 


Fudge ‘MeKinhey Hed! with a start, 
ana janitor had finished clear: 
the room and was clanging and bang. 
ing. his buckets” ‘and brooms with 
relief. “Well, sir, another day 
another delinquent , y huh?" he said, 
pleased with his wits: And he wond. 
ae “why the judge.’ gave him 4 
ge ? Look “and: _paughed that Bad 
daugr. * ie 


i meKiinney oP obed the adhe Of the 
6th behind him)’ shrugged hisshoul- 
ders as if trying to shake loose the’ 
thoughts of the day which still 
dung ~ to” ‘hin, and «walked down the 
long corridor,” his’ footsteps. echoing 
ithe! still air. ““ The pigeons. out 
side the’ windows ~ ofthe’ courtroom 
peeked in, curious. that’ everyone had 
gonee But all they saw in the 


tel 


‘gathering dusk’ was! the. dist dancing 
‘ off “*the’o Iast slanting. rays of ‘sui- 


Light,’ arid the‘ only sound. they heard 
was the ticking of the great clock.’ 
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by Louis Wagman 


> 


hen I was three years old, 
1 decided to do some traveling 
on my own. Because my mother 
had yelled at me for spilling 
a bottle of iodine on the car- 
eting, 1 asked for permission 
to run away from home. Almost 
pefore I could close my mouth, 
my mother had tied a sack onto 
a stick and had put me out the 
front door, facing towards Cal- 
ifornia. Terror surged through 
my limbs, for I thought that my 
mother had left my white mouse, 
Harvey, out of the bundle, but 
with great relief I found, upon 
opening the sack, that it con- 
tained one pair of clean socks, 
a peanut butter sandwich, my 
bottle caps, some rare minerals 
and baseball cards, and Harvey, 
who had just devoured most of 
my sandwich. 


After hiking for two blocks, 
I met the janitor, who, realiz- 
ing my plight, offered the 
safety of the laundry room. It 


was here that he told me nur- 
sery rhymes for the next two 
hours -- that is, until I real- 
ized that it was almost 5:3C 
and. time for Pick Temple tc 
come on the air. I covered the 
two blocks in record time, and 
as I dashed into the house, I 
collided head on with my mother 
who was just turning on the 
television set in expectation 
of my return. 


Most boys at the age of 
three desire to be firemen, 
policemen, trashmen, or rail- 
road engineers. But being é 
mature: individual}, I-had out+ 
grown these childish ideas and 
decided to become a_ housewife. 
I took my mother's good water~- 
less cooker and used it to melt 
wax crayons on the steam radia- 
tor, threw a stray cat into the 
washing machine, and washed all 
of my father's clean handker- 
chiefs in a mud puddle. 


ate 


le he uttered Str 
th (ojg ) Uhat dt a : an 
But ambitions change wep. sounds ras shed hoe ett 
time, and mine We determined prea? a the words to my me ang 
tion. I SOOT Rea ane pilot. My reper romptly washed my Tiare 
to be an 4 which soap for h 
eee built me ar ed pedal ue Cot es ateb gaze not propes ine 
+ Ss 0 
I coul Ke Ror the next few a young man of my age. I 
weeks, my frie e to the to laugh to 
edal use ant rade around I Pelt at my three seit 
shopping center oa that 185 when here eo8_iéine they oot 
the, oan ante 3 man carrying orezy. things I used to a; 
un Se : 
two large bags of aor lia Watching him Se almost a: 
As the angry man bent down, ~ much enjoyment as had "when } 


at was le D ee 
pale eee eggs he had bought was thre 


Icetime 


s on Sunday morn 


The city street 
and quite forlorn ' 


Showed bleak and stark 
As massive structures seemed to fade 
And mingle with the sky of Brey). 

An ominous silence gathered pout 

To carve echo of any shout. 
Bright stecl fingers of the cold 


Pinched at the cheek and reddéned nose; 

An “icy chill seemed to break "* 

The warmth of any coat poll ttike - 
TOotEy the cold, thin Sedgeoneee. | 
And’ all around the coldnessvamieped 

Through acrid air which sharply nipped 
The hands of those who’ daréd “to “face 
The frigid, falling, glinting ene. 

- Enid Steine, 206-3 
~ ihe. 


